that you can now always address your letters to "Madame Veuve Durand, 13 rue des Batailles," because I am still obliged to stay there to finish certain pressing works which need constant communication between the printing-office and me. My house will not be ready till February 15 at the earliest.
My portrait makes my head swim. I don't know precisely where it is. In any case, write to M. Halperiue, who ought to have it, or could reclaim it on the road between Strasburg and Brocly. M. Hanski may not know that the Rothschilds do not do business with the Halperines, and their couriers do not take charge of such large packages.
I have no interesting news to give you, for I have not left my study and proofs since my last letter. Heine came to see me and told me all about the L . . . affair. It goes beyond anything I had imagined, as much for the illness as for the family details. The English lords are infamous. Koreff and Wolowski are demigods; I do not think a million could pay them. We will talk of this later in the chimney-corner.
Perhaps you have been away; perhaps you have left TTierzchownia to nurse your sister. My imagination rushes through all the possibilities in the circumference of suppositions till it reaches the absurd. What has happened to you? I see no case in which you would leave me without one word from you or another. A.dieu. Find here the expression of an old and tried friendship and the effusions of an affection that "resembles no other. I cannot write more, for I am in such a state of exhaustion that nothing can better prove my attachment
